THE  RACE  FOR THE  GUADARRAMA PASSES
sides of the pass. Looking in my turn, I could see the
men getting up and running back to the pass, while shells
burst among them and little clouds of dust showed where
our machine-gun barrage was at work. It was a slight
affair. Fifty rounds of shells, a few machine-gun bands,
and the whole of the Nationalist advance guard was
pouring forward. A quarter of an hour later, as, depre-
catmgly, our young lieutenant showed us a motor-bus
which was taking a fatigue party back to Aranda de
Duero, and suggested that we had better get in and start
our journey back to Burgos, a motor dispatch-rider came
up with the news that the pass had been captured and
that the Reds were retreating to Buitrago in the low
ground on the opposite side The line was not to move
forward here, as in nearly all the other Guadarrama passes,
more than a few hundred yards or so during all the weary
autumn and winter months, and not until the general
march on Madrid was almost concluded.
I was furious at this contretemps of being sent back
under arrest to General Mola's headquarters, as I knew
that I would miss my rendezvous with Antoine and my
French car, and I wondered what he would do without
any proper passes in the middle of Spam. I knew also
that there was fighting to be done for the other passes,
and I was afraid of being late with the news. At Aranda,
which we reached feeling very tired, cross, and dirty, we
found our young cavalry friend, who had also turned up
in a surprising fashion, and I realised that though so
amicable he had not completely accepted our story at its
face value, and that we were under his special surveillance
besides having an armed Falangist guard
Finally, things turned out quite well With the officer's
aid, I was able to secure a dilapidated but fast-travelling
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